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Dirty Laundry 


Author's Notes: 
Hello! This is my first story on here, and | couldn\t resist to have my first be about Don and Glenn. Anyway, | 
hope you enjoy it! 


Dirty Laundry 


"Glenn and | would go through a series of moving in together and then moving out. We'd have girlfriends and 
live with them for a while, and then we'd get ready to do an album and we'd move back in together. Dudes on 
a rampage.. the odd couple. | was sort of the housekeeper, the tidy one. He was the lovable slob. All around the 
house he'd leave these little Century Cities of cigarette butts standing on end. Burns all over the furniture and 
carpet, coffee cups all over the place. We would get up every Sunday, watch football together, scream and yell, 
and spill things." -Don Henley 


Feet perched on the expensive mahogany coffee table, eyes glued to the television screen, and cigarette 
clamped between his lips (as usual), Glenn Frey felt like the king of the world The only problem was that it was 
pouring rain outside, so he was cooped up watching football instead of going down to the Troubadour. He didn't 


bother to use an ashtray, instead he casually flicked the smoldering ashes into the carpet. Don would get that. 
He practically vacuumed twice a day, anyway, Glenn thought. 


Don had no idea why he found himself puttering around Glenn's bedroom, frantically trying to pick up every 
last cigarette butt or long-empty coffee cup. It really wasn't his place, but somehow he figured that it was 
better to get to the mess before vermin did. He had to live there, too. 


"Glenn! | told you to use the clothes hamper!" Don called into the other room in a stern voice as he picked up 


yet another dirty sock with no match. 


"Leave it alone, Don. | know where everything is. | have a system," he could hear Glenn mumble from the other 


room. 
‘Oh really? A floor-filing system for dirty socks and underwear?" Don snapped sarcastically. 

"lll wear them again. Just leave them there." 

Don breathed a heavy, frustrated sigh as he hefted a nearly-full clothes basket to be taken to the laundry 
room. He had almost made it down the hall before he heard the sound of a melody being played out with plinks 
of piano keys. 

| thought you were watching the game!" 

‘lam! Its on commercial, though. And | have something | want you to hear, if you have a minute." 

Rolling his eyes, Don dumped the contents of the basket impatiently into the washing machine, added detergent, 
and let the machine do its work. Glenn seemed to have a good melody going so far, and if they were lucky, the 
beginnings of their next song for the album. By the time he had made it back into the living room though, 
Glenn was already sprawled out on the couch again, a long-necked beer bottle in his hand. 

"What was it you wanted me to hear?" 

"Wait until the next commercial. The Cowboys are in the red zone." 

Don huffed impatiently and surveyed the area for a place to sit. Glenn was outstretched across most of the 
couch with his guitar sitting next to him dutifully, puffing away on another cigarette. Don cringed when he saw 
him put his half-empty beer bottle on an expensive end table with no coaster underneath it. But it was his 
house, after all. He could do what he wanted, even if that meant ruining his pricey furniture in the process. 


"Can | sit somewhere?" Don protested, nudging at Glenn's legs. 


"Yeah, just move my guitar back over there," he answered nonchalantly, as he pushed his stocking feet back to 
the coffee table. Don placed Glenn's guitar back in its rightful place on its stand and sat down on the off-white 


sofa. He couldn't help but notice the faint brush of gray ash on the blue carpeting below his feet. He'd have to 


clean that up later; Glenn wouldn't want to be interrupted by the vacuum's noise during football. 
"Want a beer?" he asked finally, not looking away from the screen 
"Sure." 


He snubbed out his latest Marlboro on the arm of the sofa, surely leaving a small burn hole, as he grabbed a 


full beer that was sitting on the coffee table and handed it to Don. 


"Thanks." He had seen the refusal to use an ashtray, yet decided to ignore it. Fuck, was he born in a barn? he 


still thought. 
"Welcome." 
It wasn't a minute later when Glenn snapped into his football mode again. 


"Good god. The Cowboys had fifteen yards to go for a touchdown, and they run the ball," Glenn huffed in 


frustration "Just throw it in already!" 


Don didn't want to admit it, but he almost enjoyed Sunday afternoons spent in the living room with Glenn, 
worrying about his spilled beer and still-smoldering cigarette butts while Glenn was preoccupied with sports. He 


found his reactions really comical, in a way. 
"COME ON! Are they seriously going to be beaten by the Oilers?!" Glenn exploded. 


Settle down, Sportacus, Don thought. He watched intently as the quarterback finally threw a pass into the end- 


zone. To a Houston Oiler. 


"ARE YOU KIDDING ME?!" both men shouted at the television as Don accidentally let go of his beer bottle. It 
hit the floor with a thud, immediately spilling out onto the carpet. 


"God. l'm sorry!" Don mumbled as he picked up the bottle. He was about to run to the kitchen for some 
napkins when Glenn caught him by the arm. 


"Life is messy, Don. Sit down. Watch the game. Forget about it” 
For the first time that afternoon, their eyes actually met. Glenn smiled weakly. 
"Just leave it. Its okay," he repeated, blue eyes glimmering in the California sunlight that shone through the 


large windows. Don slumped down into his seat on the couch and diverted his attention back to the game. When 


he saw that the Oilers were now in the red zone, he gave a sideways glance at Glenn to watch his reaction 


Stretched out like a lazy cat across his side of the sofa, Glenn shook his head at the game playing out before 
him. Wearing a loose red-and-black plaid shirt unbuttoned over his favorite, stained Chuck Berry shirt, he did 
sort of look like a slob. But a lovable one at that. 


“Commercial break. Wanna hear what | came up with?" he said as he sprung up from his seat. Before letting 
Don answer, he placed his nearly-empty beer bottle on the top of the shining black piano and swung around to 
sit on the bench. Don watched intently as his songwriting partner flipped anxiously through his yellow legal pad 
of song ideas before finally setting it up on the music stand. Glenn's fingers were held poised on the keys in 


waiting, as he glanced over at Don 


‘C'mere. | want you to see what notes l'm playing," he said softly. Don followed his request and slid next to him 
on the piano bench. 


Don eyed the page, scanning the notes carefully as he listened to Glenn's artfully-crafted melody. 
"No title yet?" 
"Nope. Haven't gotten that far yet. Just listen" 


Glenn closed his eyes to seemingly enter his zen music mode, a more sedate place than his "pissed-off-at- 


the-Cowboys" mode. What he had written was simple, yet beautiful, and it nearly rendered Don speechless. 
"What do you think?" Glenn asked when he was finished, after finally reopening his eyes. 

Its great! Now we just have to come up with lyrics." 

Don didn’t look him in the eye; instead he kept his focus on the television. 

"I've had an idea I've been throwing around for a while," Don admitted. He plucked a pen from the pocket of his 
jeans and grabbed the legal pad, turning the page to scribble in his lyric idea. Glenn watched intently as Don 
wrote down an entire first verse. 

"| don't know if its useable, but | figured that it could go well with your melody," he said sheepishly as he 
handed the notebook back to Glenn. He got nervous when it took his songwriting partner a moment to read it 
and reread it. 


"The game's back on," he muttered. "| should really clean up that spilled beer. That's going to stain 


Glenn caught him by the sleeve again. "I told you to settle down with that. Let's at least try to come up with a 


second verse now. I'm liking this, Henley!" 


Don nodded, and was surely smiling on the inside, but yet he insisted on nagging Glenn about his home hygiene 


habits. 


"Look, | know you love to have this relaxed, hippie lifestyle where it's okay to leave stuff lying around, but 


come on. You have a nice house here. Take care of it. | know you're busy. We both are..." 


''m a busy boy!" he beamed with delight, which almost made Don burst out laughing. "And | like the house the 


way it is. At least it looks lived in And besides, you don't have to act like my mother, cleaning up after me." 


Don knew he couldn't win the argument. He stifled yet another laugh and refused to look at the other man. 
Damn, he was cute. 


"Aren't you going to watch the game at least?" 
"Aren't you going to relax, for once, Henley?" 


Don turned and stared into his deep blue eyes. Glenn kept the same ridiculous smile on his face and raised an 


eyebrow in waiting. 
"Sure," he sighed finally, eyes pointed at the floor. 


"Thanks, Mom!" Glenn shouted as he jokingly went in to kiss Don's cheek. Don turned his head at the wrong time 
(or was it just the right time?) and caught a full-on kiss on the lips from Glenn. That'd never happened before. 
Glenn was still smiling. Don felt himself smiling, his face turning a bright shade of crimson. Glenn then got up 
and hobbled back over to the couch, taking seat on a couple of discarded cigarette butts. He could feel his 


songwriting partner's piercing gaze on him as he still sat at the piano. 
"You know.. | love you, man," Glenn said finally. Then he laughed! He actually laughed! 


Don wasn't sure if Glenn was either high or drunk, or if he was completely serious. He decided to take it 
seriously, even if it was only his imagination. It wasn't the kind of a short peck on the cheek. That kiss lingered, 


didn't it? 
"Love you too, Glenn," he mumbled in reply. 


"C'mere and watch the game. Spill anything you want all over this nice new sofa | just bought," he grinned 
wildly as he rubbed his hand along the couch cushion. Don gave in, and he would soon come to find out that 
messy Sundays watching football with Glenn were the best days of their time as roommates. 


Somewhere in between halftime and the end of the game, as the rain still pounded the patio outside, Don came 
up with another verse to the newly-crafted "Desperado." His true feelings came through on that verse, and he 
hoped that the words would somehow get through to Glenn If he was lucky, there would be more than one 
kiss from Glenn waiting for him. He was willing for those feelings to come out, if they were there. He was 
ready to love that man. He couldn't help but smile as he waited impatiently to show him what he had written 


as the game came to a close. Glenn couldn't stop smiling when he realized the second verse was somehow 


inspired by him. And it wasn't just narcissism on his part--it was true. 


‘It may be rainin', but there's a rainbow above you. 


You better let somebody love you, before its too late." 


After they ran through the song one more time, Don found a dirty t-shirt lying across the potted plant, of all 


places. 
"Yours, | assume?" 
Glenn nodded, "I just figured it was getting too much sunlight over there." 


It wouldn't be long until they revealed their true feelings for one another, and soon fondly recall the day where 


it all began. Just a simple Sunday with beer, football, and dirty laundry. 


THE END. 


